
THE INDIANAPOLIS JOURNAL, SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 22, 1889 TWELVE PAGES.

BUSINESS DIRECTORY.BUSINESS DIRECTORY.knows I'm dying? Oh, she's hard, hard,
cruel hard!"

The faint voice died away in the long-draw- n

moans; tho gray head fell back, and
lay with wide-ope- n sightless eyes staring
upward ta where the stars twinkled down
through tho holes in the roof, and there
was nothing heard but the stifled sobs of
the littlo lad. as. with a cry of "Father!
father! speak to me father!" he flung him-
self upon the lifeless body.

The Lord forgive me!?r cried Miss Pris-
cilla, five minutes later, as. with her bon-
net pitched on anyhow, and her shawl all
awry, she took ner way at a breathless
pace along the dark, lonely country road,
and across the fields which intervened be-
tween her own tidy cottage and those deso-lat- o

and deserted habitations known as
"Sharker's Kents." Hastening along in a
tumult of conflicting feeling, dreading lest

household duties there ro30 np continually
before here the picture of those two, tho
man and the boy, in they took their weary
way along the dusty road in the heat of the
day. And he, the elder of the two. was an
oldish man, she thought to herself indig-
nantly. What did he mean by it, tramping
about thecountry and worrying respectable
folks who kept themselves to themselves
and couldn't abide tramps!

And mo the hours went by, until it was
evening, and once more she was at work
among her flowers, watering and cutting
away the dead leaves, and tending them
carefully. More than once during this, her
favorite employment, she found her
thoughts wandering back resentfully to
that tfood-for-nothi- ng old tramp; and once
she felt herself constrained to go to the
gate, and, standing there, gaze along the
road, round the corner of which thoso two
unwelcome visitants had disappeared.
Thouch whv she did it. or what she expect

THE EXP OF THE STORY.

It "was little white cottage with ft green
door and a garden in front full of holly-

hocks wall-flower- s. Canterbury bells, and
all sorts of old-fashion- ed Hewers, screened
from the pnblic gaze by a thick privet
hedge, but over the top of which the in-qniait-

ivo

passer-b- y might still at times,
catch a glimpse of Miss Priscilla Pritchett,
in an appalling sun-bonn- et and prodigious
wash-leathe- r gloves, engaged in gardening
operations and waging war against all cat-

erpillars and other horticultural depreda-
tors.

The crossest old maid in the village, or
ont of it, so people said, and the ugliest,
too. said the bojs who made raids upon her
apple tree, purloined her cherries and
chivied her poultry. And yet there were
one or two sober-minde- d, middle-age- d folk
who declared that they remembered a lime
when Mifs PrisciUa waaayoung and pretty
girl, who wouldn't have said "bohr to a
Koose. much less have threatened to take

ii Yivr nf .lim Andrews for throwing

EEADDsG FOR THE SABBATff.

A Hallad of Tree and the blaster.
Into the woods my Master went.
Clean forspent, forspent.
Into the woods my Master came.
Forspent with love and shame-B- ut

the olives they were not blind to Illm,
The little gray leaves were kind to him;
The thorn tree had a mind to him
When Into the woods lie came.

Out of the woods my Master went.
And he t)s well content.
Out of the wood my Master came.
Content with death and shame.
When Death and Shame would woo Ilim last,
From under the trees they drew Hlra last.
Twa on a tree they slew Him last
When out of the woods He came.

Sydney Lanier.
International Sunday-Scho- ol Lesson for Sep-

tember 29.
Quarterly Review. l Sam., iii xxri

Golden Text If ye seek Him, He will be found
of yon: hut if ye forsake Him, lie will forsake
you. 2 Chron., xv. 2.

DAILY HOME READINGS.
Mon. 1 8am., iil, 4; iv. 8. Lessons I, IT.
Tue.--l 6am., vii, 1-1- 2; viii, 1-2- 0. Lessons III,

IV.
Wed. 1 Sain., lx, 15-2- 7; xii. 1-1- 5. Lessons

V, VI.
Thur. 1 Sam., xv, 10-2-3; xv. 1-1- 3. Lessons

VII. viii.
Fri. l fiam., xvil, 32-5-1; xx, 1-1- 3, Lessons

IX, X.
Sat, 1 Sam., xxiv, 4-1-7. Lesson XT.
Bun. 1 Sam., xxxf, 1-1- 3. Lesson XIII.

THREE GREAT CHARACTERS.
The three great heroes Samuel. Saul and Da-

vidhave been the subjects of our study for the
last three months, and the important facts and
lessons of the quarter will naturally group,
around their names. Each of them is the cen-
tral figure In four of the lessons.

I. SAMUEL.
Lesson I. Samuel called of God.
Lesson II. Samuel's prophecy concerning Ell

fulfilled.
Lesson III. Samuel the reformer.
Lesson VI. SamuePs farewell address.

II. SAUL.
Lesson IV. Saul a king after Israel's heart.
Lesson V. Saul chosen of the Lord.
Lesson VI I. fcaul reieeted by the Lord.
Lesson XII. Saul's death with his sons.

III. DAVID.
Lesson VIII. David anointed.

"Bishops Bible." when it was found to be
"necessary." The new revised version,
however, makes a good many changes. It
cost poor Tyndale nis life ho was burned
at the stake, near Brussels, in 1536 for dar-
ing to make a translation into English.

This quaint old Bible includes those Old
Testament books that have since been
relegated to the nebulous limbo of "the
Apocrypha," and includes them without
any mark of separation from those that are
now accepted. There are the books of
Barnch. of Susannah, of Jesus the son of
Sirah, the book of Maccabees, Esdras,
Tubit, Bel and the Dragon, etc., all figur-
ing as a part of the divinely inspired word.
If we can believe the various holy "coun-
cils" on those subjects, more or less of these
apocryphal books are not so inspired.

Mr. Johnson's old Bible contains, also,
the quaint psalmody of ' Stern hold and
Hopkins the psalms of David "done into"
English verse.

The quaint character of the mechanical
work alone of this old Biblo makes it an
interesting study to anyone especially
who knows much about printing. Un-
fortunately, the quaint tflu title page is
missing its place being supplied by a pen-and-i- nk

copy.

Written for the Sana&y Journal.
Evening Down the Long Drift.

Blue as the forest far and dim
Upon thp vague horizon's rim.
As softly shadowed as the green
Rush tasseled marshlands in between,
Roae-tincture- d as the light that lies
Within the tender evening skies,
As golden as tho afterglow
That quivers up the west, and so
As many colored as the tones
That chase through changeful opal stones.

The river ripples by
And I

Am floating into fairy land.

On either hand
The rale green wanded willows stand.

In fleecy tufts whose shadows hide
Daunts where the shy wild birds abide;

And through the reeds.
The lush marshmallow bushes lean,
' Where screened by burgeoned button balls

And tall wild rice, the bittern feeds.
And clasped In clinging water weeds,

White folded lily beds are seen.
And spikes of blazing cardinals,

That like inverted torches show
And burn and glow

Down deep delicious pools and swirls,
Where soft as silk the river moss
8pins slender threads of filmy floss

And weaves lu velvet webs of green
And golden sheen.

Through which the crinkled fern grass curls
Shot thick with little lucent seeds

Likejeweled beads;
And in and out and close across

The fragile plantain flower unfurls.
And thruf ting through the dripping reeds,
Starwarts, like tins divers, toss

Their hoards of blossom pearls.

Through dimpling deeps and eddy whirls.
Far, far below.

With fitful motion, swift and slow,
The shining fishes come and go;

And all the limpid pools unfold ,

Rare treasures shrined in sands of gold.
For so

While down the sheer clear stream I gaze,
The tempered evening light betrays
Sweet secrets, that the dazzling days

With their bewildering fire and glow
And overwealth of sun, withhold.

Ah, gently, gently, gently blow.
Sweet winds of heaven, now! for slow

; ITpfloating lrom the dewy mold.
The mist is rolled!

O lightly, most divinely breathe.
While yonder airy vapors sheathe

The grassy marshes, till they prow
Too faint for any eye to know;
And see! like tissue veils that hold

Fansrastic river-geni- i bold.
They rise, and rise, and twine and wreathe.

And all the crystal stream enfold.

On, on through wonder land I go.
And hear the silvery ebb and rlow.
And ohiuiiog cadence soft and low.

Of tiuy tinkling waves that creep
Like thousand littlo liquid flutes
Among the twisted maple roots:

And from the forest, still and deep.
The night-ow- l calls,

And distant wandering west-wind- s sweep.
With inuriuttTOU melody that falls.

As faintly as a song of sleep.
With drowsy, dreamful intervals

To some enchanted tune
Thev eio.m

THEODORE STEIN,
accessor to VTcu C --"-

86 East Market Sroot:
ABSTRACTER OF TITLES.

ELLIOTT & BUTLER,
Hartford Block, 84 Zut UtfM ttrts

ABSTRACTS Of TfTLS3.
'

Dli. E. IL LEWIS.
jpractie limited to filee of

TTir.OAT AND NOSH
139 North Mertdla street,

J. D. GEOHGE, M.
Partner of tho lato Vt. D. llrrt, ?n?"J?
rracuoeatlnonu land 2. Baldwin' Btoc4,oorn
1xd. and M araot ata. lioaldeno Sd7 Park at . Tfc- -

cphoue 66i.

DR. ADOLPH BLITZ.
EYE, EAR, KOSE 1D THROAT DISEASES

Offlo Odd-- f eUom-- a' Iilook, X.E. cor. Waalx. aod Paaa.

Dr. F. J. HAMMOND,
Beaidence-- 78 HAST NEW YORK BTIXXCT.
Ofico 4 WEST OHIO STREET.

VST R E M O V A Ij. 3
Dli. J. O. STILLSON.

(eyx xxa ka),
IIm removed hia office and reaideaoe t9

XO. 215 M. I'XJUX. r.

Dr. J. J. GARVER,
Ofice126 North Meridian street. Beaidcnoe CC3
North Pennsylvania st. Oi2ca Hoar 8 to 10 a. ra,

u3p.uL, 7 to u p. m, OUloo Telev&on 4tU.
lieaideuco Telephone 15$.

"

COLLECTIONS.
It will pay yoato invest ft for oar book ef imenu and letters to uv. with roar delinquent cast,

mers. Addrww NATIONAL. COLaWriNAdiiNCY, iu Vance Block, Indianapolis.

AUGUSTUS LYNCH MASON,
(Formerly ol McDonald. Holier fe iluoa.)

ATTOUNJCV AT UW,W &at Markets tree.

DR. J. A. SUTCJLIFFJE
a u k a e o n.

Offloe 95 East Market street. Honrs 0 to 10
m 'J to 3 p. nu Sondajs excepted. Velophone 04L

DR. SARAH STOCKTON,
227 North Delaware Street.

ry TEETJI AT REDUCED PRICEa 3
MAHY C. LLOYD.DENTIST,

Over Fletcher's Bank. Filling at reon&Ms nizx
H. C. SMITHER,

Manufacturer and Dealer In Roofing Fel EootPitch, Coal Tar, --J and y Readyhooftnis. Meui
and other Hoot .fain la, Slaters' JTeila, Shu.ihj Feita
Asbestos Fire-proo- f JTvlt trw Hoard, it W, lid. tl
NATI0ML BUSINESS COLLEGE.
Academy of Shorthand. Type-writin-g and Telegraphy;
corner Washington aud Meridian strvet. ttaiul tatnew annual oatAlogue. Andreas

Lu A. DUTHIE, PnncfX
1

CLIPPED OATS
Are tae best, cheapest and cleanest of cH cits.
For sale la car lot or less by J. 1L liYAN & OCX,
62 and G4 lat Maryland street.

DENTISTRY.
W. W. GATES, Donru Room X. Odd-feUo'w-

nau, si. corner Washington and Peontylrania i

The Indianapolis Glue Company
Manolactores all kinds of

CABINET GLUES AND CURLED UAIE.

TRAVELERS' RESTAURANT.
CHARLIE MILES' Restaurant la now at Nal9North Illinois stnek" Lodging, Jiouu. Meals ;

cent.

LEO LANDO, '
Manufacturing Optician,

Jobber and Retailer In
Spectacles, Opera and Field Gl&ssea, Micro-

scopes, Barometers, Thermometers, etc
(yOcollsU' Prescriptions a specialty.

62 East Market Street, opp. Postoffice.

BRILL'S STEAM DYE WORKS'
35 A 33 MASSACHUSETTS AVENUE.

Dyeing and Cleaning Ladles Dresses, etc and
Geuts' uarmeuta, and repair same.

CUT FLOWERS. T
BERTERMANN BROS.,

37-4- 3 Massachusetts avenge, one-hal- f square aorta.
eaet of leuiaon Hotel. C"Upea until b p. ox. .

GEO. J. MAYER
Seal, Stencils, Stamp", Eto.

15 Sonth Meridian street, Indiana olia, Ind. Bend
for catalogue.

FINE SHOW-CASE- S.

WILLIAM WIEOEL.

Maotfactobt, No. 6 West Louisiana street.

COPPERSMITHJ&SS
Kettles, Soda Fountains, Gas Generators, Cfcndy Ket-
tle. Dyers' Cylinders, dealer in tineet. Oopuar and
Brass, Tubing, eux. 9tf Soutn Delaware street.

NEW YORK STEAM DENTAL CO.
From tt $5w f. t flOi to

aeu au Kinds ot
tine dental work at reduced
prices, nneeoiiflilinrat

and upward. Siirer
I amaJrant. 60c and The

Teeth extracted for 2Se.
Teein extracted without
pain. Ail work warranted

as represented. Fifteen yev experience.
A. IV .IE KHUN. Manager.

Rooms 3 and 4 Grand Opersrnouse.,

Bicycles and Repining.

WORLD TYPE-WRITE- RS.

Price $10. Send for catal-ogue. 1

H. T. riEABSEY,
147 A 149 N. Delaware St.

INDIANAPOLIS rAHUOTT fe TAQGAltr

STOVE CO. WHOLESALE

BAKER S.
Man'facrurers of 8tove
aud Hollow-war- e. os. Crackers, Bread and
85 A 878. Meridian st. Cakes.

CARPET CLEANING.
Carpets cleaned, renovated and relald. refUte4

and repaired on short notk-- at IlOWAUD'a.
corner M. Clair and Canal. Telephone Clfl.

Sctoikl Han Hacfe Co,

. vksrrxrmtzvjs or
HINDERS, REAPEKS AND MOWEBS.
Ilcadqo&rtcrs fur In.Uana, 1U7 A 16 E. Wahtnton
tU. Indianapolis. Ind. J. Ii. II EY WOOD. Maoaer.

SMITH'S DYE WORKS
.17 NORTH PENNSYLVANIA 8T.

Omttf clotliln clfcnM. drwi nd rep&irel.
LanUr drorte cleaned and tfjred.

BUSINESS CHANGES.
The prnoral and local Insurance Kooias of Mo

GlLLlAKD & DA UK will be chanced to 83 and
83 Kat Market t., June 1, ISvj.

LUMBER.
IT. T. BENNETT, wholcaala and retiiil dealer

In Lumber, Lath nnd hhinjrlen, ta. Doors and
liilndi. 151 to 101 South Eut L

REMOVAL.

JOS. ALLERDICE,
DEALER IX JLt9

Hides. Pelts. Furs, WoolandTallow
To 121 Kentucky Avenue, mar Eic 4 Railroad.
EepretH'iitins C. C. btcvens V Co., Eoston, Ala.

fa

gV
4 M IRROK, worth $1, given with every C5 cakra

ilof Electric Llj:htixap; 4 wtth everyt. l vT
aalo by all first cla?ajrrovrs,f ml manufactured
by tho JOHNSTON bOAl CO., lndianaU.

PENSIONS
New Law, new Rullnjr. Erery toiler cr t:V

dicr'a widow fchould m-m- l to tbe old Est:-'- - 1

Claim Agency f i II. FITZ(i LRALD and r 1

l'JS-pat- re pamphlet on War Claim, rvf- - i i
ho.tibbEastliwLsttt, lU,lHZ- -

4 npTTTXTC C. A CO.. manufacturers 1
A 1 JVli O KcpaJreroof CIUCULAK. CROSS- -
UUT, BAND, and all OUiCT

Belting. Emery Wheels and M1U
Supyilo. SAWSIllinois Rtrret, one square outh
union suuon.

TQ BELTING
U EMERY AVIIEELS.

sprriAXTiKs or
W. B. Barry Saw fc Supply Co.,
132 A 134 8. Peon at. AU kinds of Saw repaired.

THE SINKER-DAVI- S CO..

Saw-- Hi Macainery, Esjjaes n Boilers,

Plpe.FlttlngaQd Natural-fa- s SuppUea,

111 to 149 South Pennsylvania Street.

HOLLIDAY & WYON,
Wholesale Mauutacturor of Oonpe, Surrey. Bugy

aud Kxproe

HARNESS.
No. 77 South MeiiUan street, Indianapolis, Ind.
G7"Price List tent the trade on application.

LUMBER.
E. H. ELDRIDGE & CO.

Shingles, Sash, Doors and Blinds,
COB. ALABAMA AND MARYLAND 8TS.

SAFE-DEPOS- IT VAULT

Absolute safety against Flm.anl Bnrglar. Finest
and only vault of tho kind in the dtate. Polloeuaa
day and night on guard Designed for the aare-kee- p.

Ingot Money, Bonds. Wills, Deols, Abstracts. Silver-plate,Jevrels,a-

Valuable Trunks aad Pack, eto.
-

$,' i Better i' k Safe Deposit.

John S. Tarkingtok, Manager.

H. B. HOWLAND & CO.,
General Western Agents for

taenuineBangorandPeachBottoniSlateCo's
Established 18G3. Manufacturers of school

and rooting slate. Orders by mail promptly at-

tended to. Corner Liucolu avenue and Perurall-roa- d

and Builders Exchange.

Seward's Improved Iron Fence
Colts no more than a wooden fence.' II luat rated
circulars sent on application. 57 g NVest W ash, st.

Wrought Steel Warm Air Furnaces
KHUSE & DEW ENTER, Manufacturers,

No. 54 South Pennsylvania St--

LUMBER. SHINGLES, ETC.
HENRY COBUUN. dealer In all kinds of Building

Material. Sash. Doors Blinds and 1'rauiea. Verana
work a fitc:alty.

PLAN INtl-- M ILL aki YAHD-Keuta- cky avenue
and Mississippi street.

PATEHT SAW MILL DOS.
IMPROVED,

K.iisr oiftimp'., rrMc, Rfcpil. ESmUt. Bm
Dog Hr. trill hoii ftiea Urar s well at
wti. t'n Ikj fttttctit-- aoj Hd B'.ock.

R0CXW00D. KEWC0KB & CO- -ii)U Papr Pallaj C.)
i ij 90 " two 8. ?ccci7lxia I

BEMIISrGTOISr

Ibibl
STANDARD

TYPEWRITER
It has Ihicii for fifteen year the 8TAND- -

AliU. and embraced tho Litest and highest
achievements ot inventive skill.

Wyckoff; Seamaiis & Benedict,
34 foiHt Marcet St., lnliaua;HlLv

THE BEAUTIFUL
CLEVELAND YARD FENCE.

Over20.000feetiutnoin Inliaavwlis during 1883.
Cheap, everlasting audorn;iineutAi.

OFFICE AND FACTORY,

BIDDLE STREET,
Three squares south Mass. ave. Depot.

ADAMANT WALL PLASTER.
The new, cheapest and boat Wall Plaster known to

the trade Mauufatory at lid Vfst Marland street.
INDIANA AD Ail ANT I'LASTilU CO.

J. C. HIRSCHMAN & CO.,
Manufacturers of Mattresses, Dealers and Renovat
ors of leathers. Our innovator boats tne world. Utf

North New Jersey street.

OOMSTOCK & COONSE,
WOOD, CHAIN and WOODEN FORCK PUMPS.

Ponltrs in Iron Pipe, Driven-wel- l Points and ail
Driven-wei- l Supplies. 197 and 1J9 S. Meridian HL

Nordylc A Mnrrnon Co. EatAb. 1851
FOUNDERS AND MACHINISTS

MILL AND ELSVATOR BUnTn33,
Indianapolis, Ind. Holler MUis. Milt
gearing, Beltinjr, BlUnc-cioth- . Gra!n-cieanij-ig

Maclduery, MiddlinKS-puriliers- ,

Portable Mill, etc.. etc Take tttreet-cr- t
tor stockyanht.

Y(HEtlPylimAF!!lESHOE
' i i i

TmsiTuipu IS PVT. vrI

TTtc material rmstbe tfihe
fOiestrtature, andwlicn
onihe foatiheSHOEimist

2L
I'M Sy&'

r-- T5

O SCLD BY THE 'C iV-Sf- X

ST TRACE TKCt!!!H2JT ThT taUWT
UNITED STATES.

C. FniEDGKN. '21 North Pennsylvania street
Sole Agent for Indianapoli.

conrse, I wanted to see the animal first,
and I tried to bribe tbe olhcer with & to
let mo have ft peep at it. Uut tbe blamed
fool got m:ul nnd ordered wo to move on.
Tho more I think of it tho more I regret
that I didn't make further ell'ort to secure
the critter. Money will do anything, you
know. Why. I understand that in order to
make himself solid with the North-sid- o

people Charles T. Yerkea has made a bid for
the two lious of St. Mark at Venice, ard in
case he pets ?em will give 'cm to the park
commissioners to exhibit in the cape next
to iho Welsh rabbits which Kd Furthmaim
brought back from Adelina Tatti's fine
estate in Wales."

A novel scheme in railroading is about to
be tried by au English wyndicate on tho
Austrian railway system. Lending libra-
ries will be established at all the-- railroad
stations of any size, at which books will be
loaned at a low rate. They can be returned
at any of the liabraries of tho company.
Travelers arc, as a rule, greedy for books,
and the venture is expected to meet with
success, notwithstanding tho opposition of
train news agents, whose business will be
sadly hampered.

An eccentric bibliomaniac who died re-
cently in Kngland, leaving a highly valua-
ble library, refused to allotv a book in it
over a certaiu size, and abjudutely excluded
anything written either by a clergyman or
a woman. They had no business with lit-
erature, in his opinion, and were incapablo
of achieving success in iu

she might be too late, hoping that her fears
were vain, tumbling over the stones, and
wiping her eyes on her bonnet strings, she
hurried on faster and faster, though never
had her progress appeared so slow. "I've
been hard, cruel hard all these years!" she
repeated to herself. "But I'll make up for
it, if the Lord'll only give me time. I'll "
Her foot went splash in something wet.
and pulling herself un suddenly she discov
ered that she had ahnost walked into the
foul, stagnant pool which pois-
oned the air round about "Sharker's
Kents." Skirting its black, slimy
edges, she.came to tho first of the four or
live tumbledown tenements which were
known bv this name. The door of the first
one had rotted away from its hinges, and
lay partly blocking np the entrance. With-
in all was dark. But as she listened she.
heard faint human sounds proceeding from
the interior, and as she stepped across . tne
partial barricade, a voice from out the ob-
scurity inquired:

"Who's there?"
"It's me." sho answered in trembling

tones, "it's me, Priscilla!" as 6he groped her
way across Kthe uneven floor toward the
corner from whence the sound came.

"Then you have come." came in a husky
whisper from the man who lay on a heap of
rubbish. "I've been lying here listening
and listening, and praying thatyou would,"
and a skeleton-lik- e hand was stretched out
aud grasped her own in a fierce clutch.

"It's about tho boy I'd never have
troubled yon about myself but he's the
last of seven, and I couldn't die in peace
with the thoueht of him being left to starve

though God knows he's used to it but
you won't let mm do thatr bay you won t:
ana tne voice came in agonized gasps.
"He's only a little chap, aud you'd never
miss it. I'll never bo ablo to lio quiet in
my grave i( "

"Oh. Dick! Don't yo talk sor7 cried
Miss Priscilla, in a choking voice. "I'll be
a mother to him. that 1 will; only try and
get well, aud 111 take care of you both,
and you shall have the best of everything.
The Lord forgave me for my wicked
thoughts all these many years."

"Bless you, bless you!" murmured the
dying man; "but it's too lato for me it's
the hard life, and the starvation, and the
exposure of the last six months as has done
for me. and I couldn't swallow now if I
tried, though I would havo asked j'ou for a
morsel this morning, only you spoke so
fierce and looked so hard: but it's not too
late for the boy, for I've often gone with-
out so that he might have a bite."

"Oh, Dick, Dick! Yeull break my heart.
You were the best-lookin- g and the clever-
est young fellow in tho village! That you
should have come to this, and left mo com-
fortably off and living in my own house!
Oh, never, never will I forgive myself!"

.

"God bless you, Priscilla! You'ro a good
woman, though you did speak a bit Tough-lik- e

this morning; but I behaved like a
scoundrel to' you, though I never forgot
you, never, and never had a happy day
after I left you. She wasn't a bad wife,
Priscilla," speaking with painful eager-
ness, "and she had a hard life of it for years
before sho died; for I sunk lower and
lower but I shall die easy now that I've
seen you once more; and I know you'll bo
good to the boy, though he is her child.
Say vou forgive me, Priscilla, for I'm going
fast''

Miss Pritchett was down ou her knees be-
side her old sweetheart, wiping his clammy
forehead with her shawl, and sobbing inco-
herent words of grief and affection, such as
none could have believed possible who had
not heard her. Then, as she felt the hand
that had held hers so convulsively relax,
and tho breath come faint and fluttering,
she whispered in his ear:

"Good-by- e, Dick, good-bye!- "

And the dying man heard her voice be-
fore his soul took flight, and replied with
the flash of the lightning, that comes be
fore death, and with his thoughts wander--
ing oacK to nis oia sweeinearting days:

"Good-by- e. 'Cilly! You'll meet mo at the
stile to-morro-

A group of laborers who passed Sharker's
Kents on their way to work in the fields m
the very early morning were sorely amazed
at the sight which met their eyes on passing
an open doorway. For, seated beside a heap
of straw, on which lay.the dead body of a
man whose ragged garments showed the
extremity of destitution was that equally
feared and detested Miss Priscilla Pritchett,
that cantankerous old maid whose name
was synonymous with all that was odious
anddisagreeable! Her hand still rested on
the coarse sacking, which was his only
coverlet, and. at her feet, a little ragged
urchin lay curled up asleep.

But what tongue can tell of the astonish-
ment which prevailed when it became gen-erel- ly

known that she had taken'tho "beg-
gar's brat'.' home to live with her, or of tho
utter stupefaction in which the general
astouishmeut culminated on the day when
she provided a feast, and throw open tho
gate of her apple orchard to all the boys in
tho village.

All the Year Round.

BITS OP FASHION.

The prettiest necklets is narrow black
velvet mounted with tiny daisy stars in
lish-scal- e work. They look pretty either
with high or with low frocks, and are al-
most indestructible.

A conspicuous cown, even when hand
some and unique, soons bears its date, and
wearies the eyes of those who first admired
it. while a quiet, unobtrusive gown easilv
lends itself to some new, pretty arrange
ment or different adjustment in the way of
a 1 ! 1 t 1trimmings in lace or riuuous, or a wnony
new oouice.

Dundee twills, English serges, fine cam- -
ers-ha- ir fabrics, cashmeres plain, bordered.
checked and striped, and lino wool armures
with a silk lustre upon their surfaces, are
nil beautiful and fashionable autumn ma-
terials, commended both by French and
r.uKiisii uuiuis iui bi waning, jiruin- -

enade and traveling costumes.
Young ladies will wear many pretty shirt

waists and blouses, more or less Russian in
style, aud wear them even for dinner and
theater dress evenings. These are thorn-stitche- d,

.
silk-embroider- , galloon-trimme- d,

or they are shirred around the
neck or else shirred only on the (shoulders
aud crossed in front. The skirt of tho
blouse, 'which is belted, iscut shorter at the
sides.

The Princess Louise collar is just at the
moment a fashionable finish io the bodice
of dinner gowns. .The corsago has a tri
angular opening, witli a point at the throat,
and above this the broad collar meets,
which is made of velvet and lace, tho lace
turned over its entire width all around the
neck. A jeweled pin or delicate spray of
iiowers rests on tne leu sme oi tue collar.

New and luxurious French tea-gow- ns are
sent over, made of black or deep violet vel-
vet, with embroidered borders of fine gold
leaves. One model of blacksumptuous Ly- -

. . . .t a. ; - i .1 a. 1 lons veivet is uneu (uruugnoni wim canary-vello- w

satin aud trimmed with bands of
black marabout feathers flecked with gold.
Another robe of violet velvet is lined with
pale rosy lilac silk, and trimmed with bands
oi uarK violet yeivet neaviiy overlaid with
gold, heliotrope, sea-gree- n aud opal bead-
ing.

There is an ungraceful dip at the back of
many oi tu oinerwisc siynsu waiKing-cos-tume- s

now worn. As the "dip'' is not at all
fashionable, it must be attributed eitner to
eccentricity or to the disappearance of tho
bustle. Many of these gowns were prob-
ably made late last spring, when a small
cushion and a skirt steel were still permis-
sible. Some have clung to the former, at
least, and have removed it with a sudden
determination this Reason, forgetting that
this removal considerably alters the length
of the full back breadths, the result thereof
being anything but sightly.

A costumo for autumn walks and excur-
sions shows a plaided 6kirt of dark-blu- e

and leaf-brow- n Amazon cloth, crossed with
the faintest hair-lin- e of Ilorentiue red.
The skirt falls straight, with most of tho
fullness at the back. The open iacket of
dark-blu- e Amazon clot h ha a deep mousque- -
laire re vers coiiar. ieueain tue jacKet is a
waistcoat of pale golden-brow- n silk.
biaidcd in cashmere colors matching thoso
in the plaid. 1 here are puffed sleeves in-
side the half-ope- n ones of plain blue cloth.
these of the corded silk gathered into ai inarrow uanu, aiao uraiuco.

ed to see there, bhe refused to acknowledge,
even to herself.

"Fra an old fool," she said at last, when
it was getting so dusk that she could no
longer distinguish leaf from bloom, and tho
water can had been filled and emptied an
indefinite number of times. 'An old fool!"
she repeated emphatically, as she pulled off
her thick gardening gloves, and deposited
the rake in its own particularcomer. "And
I don't care who says 1 ain't. Why, bless
and save us,what's that?" Surely somebody
was trying to open the gate! Somebody
who was very small, and who rattled the
latch very ineffectually in his efforts to
force an entrance. Seizing the rake again
in one hand, as a protection against the
bold marauder, whoever he might be. Miss
Pritchett advanced with hasty steps, and
with a strange, unaccustomed feeling of
what wan almost like dread in her heart.
Who could he be who dared T

With fingers trembling with what might
have been wrath, but what was curiously
like agitation, she raised the latch, at the
same time exclaiming in her gtnftest and
most. uncompromising tones: "Who's that?"

Whoever it was had evidently found his
courage fail him at the last moment, and
was Heeing, as for his life, through the
gathering gloom, and Miss Pritchett could
tell by the soft thud of his feet on the dusty
road that he was barefooted. Poor half-starv- ed

littlo wretch, faint and foot-sor- e as
he was, a few score strides brought him
within reach, and being grasped by what
might have been his collar had he pos-
sessed such an appendage he was hauled
up sharp and dragged back again.

"Now, then!" as soon as 6he had got her
breath, "what do you mean by it, ehl"
with a feint at knocking his head against
the gate-pos- t. "After my cherries, were
you? Just let me catch you at it, will
you?" with a shako that made his teeth
rattle.

Tho miserable sacred little mortal tried to
wriggle out of her hands; but she held him
like a vise, though at the same time she
was conscious of a tightening at her heart,
and a dread of something that was coming.
Then, gathering up tho remnants of his
courage, the lad spoke, in a quavering
voice:

"Please, it was father "
"What's that got to do with it?" ex-

claimed the outraged spinster. "Drat your
father and you, too!"

The last as an afterthought; and then
she shook him again, until he staggered,
and would have fallen, but for the grip
she had on him.

"Father's dying," he murmured, broken-
ly, 'and he sent me to give you this."

And opening his ragged jacket, he pointed
to a fragment of paper pinned inside for
safety.

"A begging letter, I dare say. Take it
away. A won't look at it. Yon ought to
bo in jail, you and your father, too a regu-
lar bad lot! Dying, indeed! What's that
to me, I should like to know!7

But the boy, whose small, white face and
famine-sharpene- d features filled her with a
sense of vague discomfort, and seemed
somehow like a little reproachful ghost
conjured np from the past, repeated again,
in dazed, weak tones:

"Father's dying. He says ho can't go on
no longer--he s dead beat, ho is, and must
give up and 1 was to give you this."

The sense of tightness at her heart in-
creased, and became as'though a hand had
been laid upon it and was clutching it in an
iron grasp, as she read, by the light of the
moon, the straggling, half-illegib- le words
scrawled in pencil, by a trembling hand, ou
tho torn, crumpled paper:

Pray come t meet me at 8harkei's Rents, and
see me before I die. Dick Merton.

There was a feeling as though everything
was whirling around her, followed by an-
other which seemed to tell her that she had
known it all from the very first moment'
she had caught sight of those pinched and
haggard features across the nedge, and
watched the two figures plodding along the
hard, dusty road, in the morning sunshine.
Peleasing, for tho first time, her clutch of
the boy's jacket, she put out her hand to
support herself by the gate-nos- t: and, as
she did so, the captive tied for the second
time, and, urged on by panic and fear of
falling again into those bony and remorse-
less hands was almost instantly swallowed
up in the dusk.

Miss Priscilla still stood there with one
hand on the gate-po- st and the other grasp-
ing the scrap of paper,-motionles- s and ob-
livious, until at last, with a nervous shud-
der and a sudden coming to herself, she
turned and tottered slowly up the path,
and re-enteri- ng the house shut herself in
with her memories of the past.

He was dying, ond begged her to come to
him before he died. She, the woman whom
ho had jilted and deceived, and made a by-
word and a laughing stock! He, the man
who had crushed her heart, and abandoned
her for another within a week of the wed-
ding day, until she had turned against all
mankind for his false sake! Was she to
meekly and proraptfy obey the summons
which this man had sent who said he was
dying, but who might only scoff at her and
hold her np to ridicule? Dying, was he?
Let him die, and cumber the ground no
longer. Then, in a tumult of rage and furi-
ous indignation, as she thought of the
traitor who had wrecked her life aud left
her, she seized a candle, and, with hasty
steps, trod the steep staircase leading to
tho upper story of her four-roome- d cot-
tage, where was the thing she sought.
An ancient and ponderous oa.!c chest,
in a dark corner of an empty

with a rusty key which
turned so stillly in the lock that she was
obliged to set her candlo beside her
on the floor, and strive with both hands
before she could unlock it. At last, with a
creak and a harsh, grating sound, it gave
way. A mouldy smell, as though years bod
passed since the lid had last been raised,
and after that a fainter odor of dried lav-
ender, or of some dead, fragant herb, long
gone to dust; then a white cloth, or what
had once been white, but was now yellow
and discolored by the progress, of time, and
under that an old-fasniou-

ed gown, short-waiste- d,

and sprigged with rosebuds; and
beside it a large and equally old-fashion- ed

straw bonnet, trimmed with whito ribbons
and with roses under the white brim.

"My wedding dress!" she muttered, with
what was almost a sob. thouch strangled
in its birth by tierce pride and scorn of her
own weakness, Mie took them out and
held them up to the light that now stran-gled-lookin- g.

scanty, befrilled garment in
whoso folds the moths had held possession
so long and undisturbed that the delicate
fabric was eaten through and through a
hundred different places, while the bonnet
ribbons on investigation, proved to bo
mottled with smallround spots and splash-
es, as though tears had once been rained up-
on them before bonnet and gown had been
hidden away those twenty years and more.
"My wedding gown!' she muttered; this
time with an angry light in her eye, and a
dull red flush on tho sharp cheek bones of
that gaunt grim face. "3Iy v eddiue trown!
and ho left me for the barmaid at tho
CJeorge and Dragon, and ran away with her
and bis master's money! Let him die! i
wouldn't raise my little finger to save him!"

1 hen. as she sat beside the open chest.
she fell into a waking dream, in which she
saw two figures a young man and a girl
arosy-chceke- d. bright-eye- d, happy-lookin- g

gin, walking together through the held by
the river side at-th- e close of a summer
day, and one of them said: "Only a month
to-morr- ow to the wedding day." And there
was no reply; but a bird overhead broke
out into a song, and the soft wind rustled
the long grass by tho brink of the river, and
the two figures, passing on side by side,
melted into the golden haze of the setting
sun, while auother scene took tho place of
the first.

A cluster of deserted, ruinous hovels in
a marshy, low-lyin- g district, near to a stag-
nant pool, in one of which a worn-ou- ttramp lay dving in the darkness, with
no ouo near him but a little half-starve- d

lad. with perhaps one hard crust to be
shared between the two. while the damp,
unwholesome mist from without, creep-
ing in through the gaping crevices in wall
and roof, enveloped tho chilly form lying
on a heap of mouldy straw and refuse, like
a pall.

"Will she never come?" he murmured,
feebly, as he tossed restlessly on his
wretched death-bed- . N,ot even when she

. v v -

atones at her cats and he the only son of
.widow Andrews, who everyone knew was
as decent and hard-workin- g a woman as
ever kept body and soul together by going
out washing and keeping a little tdiop. But
these same worthy people were wont to add
with a thake of the head, for the benefit of
thoso unbeliovers to whom the idea of Miss
Pritchett ever having been otherwise than
th grnin, gaunt and aggressive female they
now knew, seemed fabulous and incredible:

An,-ma- t was oeiore jjick juenou went
wrong and jilted her, with the wedding day
rixed and all!"

Young and pretty! Ab, well, she was old
and ugly enough now. and that was all
that the rising generation cared. They
saw no pathos in tha sharp, bony features;
nor the light of a long-gone-- by love story
in those keen, remorseless eyes, always on
the alert and keeping a sharp look-ou- t for
opportunities to ponnce upon and salute
with a cuff or a shako those youthful dep-
redators and juvenile offenders by whom
she was held in such peculiar abhorrence.
And to imagine for an instant that those
shrill, rasping tones had ever fallen in
sweet and dulcet melody upon the ear of,
at least, one individual was a thing the
mere supposition of which involuntarily
caused the nose or tne sKepticai xo exevaio
itself in scorn. Miss Priscilla Pritchett was
an old maid must have been born in that
capacity, and would infallibly continue in
the same to the end of the chapter.

And, truth to tell, she was not a prepos-
sessing object as she stood, a grim, motion-
less figure between the rows of tall holly-
hocks and trim lavender bushes which lined
the pathleadingtohertiny cottage. Tall and
gaunt, with scant, wiry hair dragged away
from her seamed and weather-beate- n feat-
ures, and screwed np behind into what re-
sembled a ball of gray worsted there, with
everything round her as fresh and green as
she was worn and grizzled, as she stood,
brandishing in one hand a pairoi large gar-
dening scissors, withdefianceand contempt
toward mankind generally expressive in
her very attitude, she presented an nn- -
classical but not unfaithful representation
of that eldest of the three fates, Atropos, by
name, who is represented as holding the
fatal shears with which to cut the thread of
human life. For on that day of alldaysdid
Miss Priscilla hold herself aggrieved and in-

dignant, and was consequently in a frame
nf mind which might well have made the
bold ?t boy who ever coveted his neighbor's
apple tree, shndder. i

For had not she that very morning, while
arrayed in her full panoply of sunbonnet,
leather gloves and coarse working apron,
been staled at over her own hedge by a
man a member of that vile and abomina-
ble sex, whose ways 'were ways of dcceit-fnlness'a- nd

whose ultimate end was perdi-
tion! A man and, what was more, a dis-
reputable man though in Miss Pritchett's
ryes they were all more or less disreputa-
ble, generally more.) But this was the
out-at-elbow- s, ragged and foot-sor- e disrep-utablenes- s;

in fact, it was a tramp, and one
whose fortunes were to judge by his outer
man at their lowest and most poverty-stricke- n

ebb, who had thus dared to dese-
crate by his impertinent gaze the sanctity
of those precincts, within whose bounda-
ries no masculine and contaminating foot
was allowed to tread. That little white
gate was kept latched alike in the face of
parson, provision merchant or tax-collect- or.

The butcher or baker might hand their
wares over the uncompromising portal, but
woe betide them, or any one who. on his
own responsibility, dared to cross that
virgin threshold. The postman, when he
came at all which was not more frequent-
ly than twice or thrice in the year stuck
his missives in tho hedge and decamped,
after ringing the bell.

In fact, only those ribald boys before
mentioned, to whom that gate was as the
gate of Paradise, by reason of the rosy-cheek- ed

apples and juicy cherries which
hung ripening within, out of their reach,
had dared to invade that chaste and sol-
itary domain. And even they after the
terrible fate of that youthful malefactor,
Tim Kawlings, who, scared at the sudden
and awful apparition of Miss Priscilla in a
nightcap, bad fallen out of the tree and
broken his leg had fought shy of that jeal-,ou- s

inclosure and shunned all possible con-
tact with its lonely tenant, as they would
have avoided the plague. .

Hut to return to the tramp, whose repre-
hensible conduct had awakened such wrath
and thouph she would have contradicted
it flatly with her last breath such uneasi-
ness in Miss Prise ilia's breast. A ragged,
dusty, gray, disreputable and worn out old
tramp! A man who might have been fifty
or so, but whose feeble frame might also
have been bent by the weight of an ad-
ditional score of years! And there he stood,
as Miss Priscilla observed on raising her-
self from her occupation of weeding her
narrow gTavel path, and making it in all
respects what a gravel path should bo for
every one knows that this is an emplo-me- nt

which requires a considerable amount
of back-straighteni- ng from time to
time, especially when there is a tendency to
rheumatism, and we are not' so
young as v.e l.avo been. Judge, then, her
righteous indignation when, on pausing
from her toil, she beheld the head and
shoulders of a man over her high privet
hedge the head having, by way of cover-
ing, the battered remnant of a wide-awak- e,

and the shoulders being clad in a coat
which was eo old and ragged as to be of a
particularly light and airy destriotion,
snitablf? to the time of tho year, and 'prov-
ing to consist, ou closer acquaintance, of a
sleeve and a half, and a miscellaneous as-
sortment of patches.

Miss Pritchett was so amazed and dis-
gusted at the indecency of hisconductthat.
at first, shocyuld do nothing but stare back
at him. until, finding her tongue which
was never mislaid for any length of time-s- he

addressed him as a good-for-nothi- ng

vacabond, and bade him begone.
The man tllus attacked "As ill-looki- ng a

wretch as ever I saw," soliliquized Miss
Priscilla (and in one sense he certainly was)

touched his battered old hat with hisforefinger, and made a movement as though
he would have spoken; but beforn ho conldopen his lips, she let loos upon him snch d

of vituperation, and threatened him
with such dire and dreadful penalties if hedared to lay a linger on the tiniest twig, or
asked for so much as a crust that tho
wretched wayfarer drooped his weary oldhead, and, with a dreary shake of the bentsh"tilders. shambled oil.

Mis Priscilla took the precaution, afterthus effectually warning him off the prem-
ises, to spo that he was not loitering any-
where in tho neighborhood, or lurking
round a coruer, with the foul intent of re-
turning after dark and making a felonious
entrv. Then eho mw, as he limped sluwlv
along the white, dusty road, that he was
followed at a little distance by a boy, a
little, barefooted lad. who wore the samo
weary, desolate look, and whoe head
drooped upon his shoulders in the same
hopeless way a that of the n an in whose
footsteps he was treading.

Mis Priscilla looked after them both un-
til they turned a corner of tho road and
disappeared from her sight. Then she
snorted so portentously that her sun-bonn- et

fell off and muttered to herself:
"A pretty pair, no doubt! 1 don't have

no tramps hanging about my place, a tell-
ing me they're starving, and not a bit of
bw leather to their foot! Servo 'em

eight!''
Aud, so saying, she picked op her garden-

ing implements, and stalking up the gravel
path sbo had been so carefully weeding
before the interruption came, entered the
housH and banged the door behind her. as
though by so doing she would cut off all
unpleasant thoughts, as well as communi-
cation with the ouUido world.

lint it was quite in vain. There had been
something in the abject misery and want so
plainly depicted in the man's face which
haunted her, something which camo back
again anu again, as she tried toihrust it
cside, and as she went about her small

Lesson IX. David and Goliath.
Lesion X. David and Jonathan.
Lesson XI. David sparing Haul.

General Church News.
Over two hundred liantist churches in

New York State are pastorless.
The McAll mission in Paris is said to have

been instrumental in tho conversion of 50,-0- 00

who were formerly skeptics.
Bishop Thoburn has traveled about 15,- -

000 miles since landing in India last
December, and, according to tho In-- ,
dian Witness, the strain begins to tell upon
him.

llishon Thoburn decided in favor of seat
ing women as members of tho Central In
dia Conference, which, wo are told, is a
kind of "irregular India general confer- -
en co.

During ths last three years tho annual
consumption of alcohol in Canada has de
creased to an average oi i.irsj gallon per
head of the population. Iiefore tho passing
of local option tho average of ten" years was
L78 gallon.

A movement towards Christinnitv among
the Jews of Siberia is reported. Tho lead-
er is a Polish Jew. named Jacob Sheinmau.
He was exiled to Siberia twenty years ago
because of his teaching Christianity, and
there continued to proclaim his convic
tions.

According to reports made to the lato
Monnon conference in Salt Lake City, the
"Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-da- y

Saints" has twelve apostles, seventy patri-
archs. S.I19 high priests, 11.805 elders, 2.000
priests, 2,21k teachers. 11,010 deacons, 81,
families, 119.915 officers and 'members, aud
49..'J03 children under eight ; years of age a
total Mormon population of 153,911.

Hev. Dr. Schley Schati. on the authority
of Dr.' Kogcl, chief court preacher, says
that the poorer classes and tho higher
and aristocratic classes in llerliu are
loyal to the church. The middle classes
have, to a considerable extent, become en- -
lirely estranged from it. or indifferent to its
ordinances. Thero a re 90,000 social-dem- o

cratic voters in the cit3", and they aud tho
population they represent, "if not atheistic.
arc. at least, inclined to atheism."

The Rev. George Lansing Taylor is a Meth
odist clergyman of note. He is ono of tho
few men in this country who can wear tho
title of tu II. D., which was conforred upon
him by Columbia College, llehasattouded
five camp-meetin- gs this summer, and the in
dictment he brings, in Zion's Herald,
against the qualit3 of the preaching he has
heard is rather severe. He says: "I havo
learned more than ever to sympathize with
the Lord's poor sheep who are hungry for
good gospel hay, and get shavings foddered
out to them instead! But when 0,000 hun
gry souls are looking up to a stand full of
over a hundred preachers, many of them
eminent and godly men, and then tho shav
ings-peddle- rs .are trotted out instead of
those who could feed tho flock well I'll
stop here! I might wax uncharitable!"

Mr. E. Payson Porter's table of statistics
for Sunday-school- s in the United States
ehows that there are m all 101,824 Sunday-school- s,

with 8,34 ,43ll scholars, and 1,100,-10- 4.

teachers, making a total of 9,145,535 in
the bunday-school- s of the countrj. rcnn
svlvania continues to be the banner State
in the number of schools 8.7J9 though
New York has more scholars. Pennsylvania
has 904,599; New lork, 979,415. Among tho
States, Louisiana seems to stand at the
foot. It has only 523 schools and 32,017
scholars. The little State of Rhode Island
exceeds it in scholars by about 12,000. Of
the cities. Philadelphia is in the lead, with
616 schools and 17S,b05 scholars. New York
comes next, with 000 schools and 172.000
scholars. Brooklyn, the city of churches,
has 263 schools ana 97,033 scholars, easily
holding the third place.

.Thoughts for the Day.
He that despairs measures Providence by

his own littlo contracted model. South.
It is always a sign of poverty of mind

where men are ever aiming to appear great:
for they who are really great never seem
to know it. Cecil. ':

Our brains are seventy-yea- r clocks. Tho
Angel of Life winds them np once for all,
then closes the case, and gives tho key into
tho hand of tho Angel of the Resurrection.

O. W. Holmes.
The golden moments in the stream of lifo

rush past us, and wo see nothing but sand;
the angels come to visit us. and wo ouly
know them when they are gone George
Eliot.

"End these days of anarchy and nnbelie'f.
worldiiness and luxury, tilthiness and vice

cud them all, wo beseech Thee; cut short
these delaving davs. and come nuicklv. Bv
all the bleeding wounds of earth, by all the
impious blasphemies which aro invented
againstThy great majesty, come and reign."
Church of Christ, caust thou repeat it:

Snnnreon.
A recent writer on Voltaire says: "Vol

taire came as a heaven-sen- t judgment upon
a church which naa perpetrateu the mas-
sacre of St. Bartholomew and tho revoca
tion of the edict of Nantes, in order that
we and our children might learn the lesson
that he who begins by loving Christianity
more than Christ will go on to love his own
church more than Christianity, and end by
loving himself most of all."

The clouds that sweep
The upper deep.

Like ships that sail a summer sea,
IJave precious freight, their destiny

To us unknown.
By fair w inds blown.

Will bless mankind evoking praise
For tho great girt of Sabbath days.

G eorge Y. iinngay.

Till: BREECHES T.IULE.

A Copy of the Kare Old Volume Owned In
Hartford.

Hartford Tunes.
A well-preserv-

ed volume of the genuine
old "Breeches Bible," so called, is in tho
possession of Mr. Horace Johnson, of Hart-lor-d.

It was printed in London, in lCCi, in
the old "black-letter- " text enough to spoil
the 6ight of any but the most persistent
reader; but it was a kind of print with
which Shakspeare and Lord Bacon were
familiar. This edition probably copied
from tho "Bishops' Bible," of 150S derives
its irreverent name from its version of the
story of Adam and Eve in the garden. In
chapter iii, v. ?, after telling of the trans-
gression, it reads:

7. Then the eyes of them both were
opened, and they knew that they were
naked; and they sewed fig-tre- e leaves to-
gether, and made themselves breeches.

that picturesque attire is changed in
King James s version, which appeared nine
years later, to "aprons" the present ac-
cepted version.. King James's liftv-fou- r
translators only made alterations of the
Tj'udalo aud Cloverdale text, and of tho

Sweet lullabies:
While deeper, ever deeper grows
The violet tinge upon tne rose

Within the water-skie- s;

Where rays of iearl and purple gleam
From spangling sen Hop-shell- s, till soon

Confusedly through all the stream
The stars are strewn:

And meshed in inoeking greenery
Of oak, and ash. and willow tree.
And trailing tangled grass, I see

The little ere.1 .cent moon.

O keen-fel- t .joy and strange distress
Of nature's perfect gracionsness!

I feci your sweetly poignant smart
Within my heart.

Till wrought by beauty's sheer excess.
Quick tear-drop- s start beyond restraint,
And all my very soul grows faint

With loveliness.
Evaleen Stein.

Tbe Old, Old Strry.
Have you forgotten the old, old story

You whispered to me on that-golde- day .
When the sun was flooding the earth with glory

And hedges were fragrant and white with
May I

Our path led over the cowslip meadow.
Where birds sang gayly from every free.

And the way was flecked with sunshine and
shadow;

But only the sunshine fell on mc.

With tho lads and lasses to go
That morn we had left for a spaee'life's toll;

And we heard the 6ound of their footsteps stray-
ing v

Where the hawthorne promised abundant
spoil.

Their hearts grew glad in the golden weather.
They gathered tho flowers beneath then feet.

But we two loitered behind together.
For tho old, old story seemed new and sweet.

Tis Maytime again, and youth and maiden
Hasten away to the country road.

To cut down the boughs that are blossom laden
Or help to carry tho fragrant load.

The sunshine is flooding the earth with glory,
The birds are singing on every tree.

But you have forgotten that old. old story,'
And only the shadows fall on me.

Chambers's Journal.

Sweet September.
How bright the days are!
The solar rays are

No more oppressive, the nights are mild.
And clear the skies are,
And gay the dyes are

In the maple grove and the woodland wild.

Schoolm.Vam and master,
Layman and pastor,

Are back from tho mountain and ocean's shore,
Robust and healthy- -

(Although less wealthy).
And down to labor have hent once more.

The shore's deserted
Where couples flirted.

And the youth no mom 'neath the starlight pale
His love confesses.
And the bathing dresses

No longer flap iu the noonday gale.

The crops that weathered
Tho rain are gathered.

The grapes are ripe on the burdened vine,
The yacht moored fast is,
And almost past is

The summer of eighteen eighty-nine- .

Boston Courier.

Heart Loneliness.
Alone, alone! Life's bitterest loss or gain

Is this, that Journeying onward through the
years

We find in all the world no place for tears;
That heart to heart may lean and beat In vain.
And, asking, guard the secret of its pain,

Round in its silent prison by its fears
To waken eyes that see not, rouse deaf ears

That hope o! comfort have aforetime slain.

Who has not yearned in such lone agony .
To summon back to life some spirit fled!

Deeming In that dear presence he w.cre free.
His soul's contemned anguish to outspread;

But vain, still vain; it would not, could not he;
Our worst of woo we tell but to the dead.

Emily Pfeiffer.

The Furlough.
Upon tho leaves now sere and red,

Are stains like blood on bush and tree
Ou battle-ile.ld- s) by armies shed
In the defense of liberty.

The veils of golden mists that rise
Over the woodland and the sea

Fall where the patriot soldier lies.
Whose furlough is eternity.

George W. Bungay.

Tried to Secure a Zoological Cariosity.
Chicago News.

'I I conld have had ray own vr&y about
it," savs Mr. 11. V. Hemis. who fcs jnst re-
turned from Europe. Td have brought
back with

.
mo a greater curiosity than has

l t ' T ..!.. jever ueen seen m vmcaKO. it ut-i-i i tibiuu
the Tower of London 1 noticed that thero
was one room that no one was admitted to,
and I asked the olilcer on duty what was
kept iu that particular apartment, lie told
nie that therein was secured the great privy
seal. At once it occurred to me that it
would he a shrewd move to buy this seal
and take it back ta Chicago as a present
to tho Lincoln Park zoological gardens. Of


